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New Order 


Jason Krauter 


Envision society’s design 

the pyramid’s peak no longer malign 
The conflict heats, we polarize 
virgin Lines tattooed between my eyes 


New meat, old bone juxtaposed 
Democracy, currency, overthrown 
judgement apocalypse divine 
Initiate the debacle and revise 


The blood will stain your eyes, 
as all the rest dies. 
Aristocracy wilts away 

my rights. 


You will never know a madness more than me. 
Our ways should not be reactionary. 

Let the malice in my veins 

rewrite the system we all hate. 


Inception born from conclusion 
forced to conform through diffusion 
submerged in this confusion 

perfect in their mass delusion 


Pouring water into sand 
The: cycle of man; 

kills man 

at our own hands. 


Soul Mate 


Amanda Feighner 


Here I am staring out the window wondering. 

Where you are, what you look like, what your name is. 

I wonder if you’re the one for me? 

I wonder if you’re a gift from God that hasn’t been received yet 
I wonder if you’re my so - called “soul mate” 

If we were meant to be together forever. 

Here I am staring out the window wondering 

Who are you?...Where are you?...What’s your name? 


untitled 


Lindsay Weber 
In the Style of “Miss Rosie” by Lucille Clifton 


When I see you 

Wrapped up in yourself 

Sitting, surrounded by new friends 
All too happy with your little games 
Or 

When I see you 

In your too-cool skin 

With your bleached blond hair 
Sitting, pretending I’m not there 
Like I don’t exist 

I say 

When I see you 

You cold piece of counterfeit 

Who used to be the best friend I had 
Used to be my salvation 

I give up 

On begging your forgiveness 

I give up 


‘Drink the Sleep Sottle 


Amy Manes 


Illustration by 
Cathy McCue 


He sleeps inside his mind 

Where the echoes of Jim Bean reside 

Doesn’t wander anymore through silent shadows 
Holds himself up high, doesn’t wonder why 

The girl in the back left so soon. 


Convince yourself that you’re containable 
But your nose bleeds when you sneeze 
Better retract someday...someday soon 
Because the bar around the corner 

Will burn to the ground one day 

And you’ ll see fire in your eyes 

Instead of a swirling mass of motion. 


You’re a puppet man... 


The strings of the devil pulling your arms 
Maybe it’s still too early - your vision blurred. 
Could have been a rock star... 

But you’re that ghost that fights the mailman 
Who gives you those bills. 

Threw the bottle at him too... 


The drive home is what gets me 

Because I cry in fear of what I left behind 

To the boy and his drink 

Here’s my broken lullaby 

Just pull your shirt over your mouth sometimes 
The only clean shirt in sight 

Don’t forget to lie on the ground 

and 

Sleep inside your mind. 


An = xit 


Nichola Sobota 


I built this cocoon — 


this shelter around myself. 


The world helped. 

It’s made of thorns; 

so that little can enter 

and I can’t exit 

without getting hurt. 

It grows outward 

hurting people, 

but I didn’t mean for it to. 
I just can’t stop it. 

But it also grows inwards; 
Tearing into my flesh. 


4 You 


Travis Brake 


You wanna take me away 

To a life with no words 

You wanna stop a life 

Just to keep yours 

I’m trapped in a world that’s all yours 

In a world with no life, just mine and yours 
You gave me that pill 

Now I look down on you 

I saw no you 

Just an empty box 


You’ re fighting me back 
For you not to keep 

In an empty box 

It’s better where I am 


I will come to a point in my life 
where I will either break a hole 
And eventually break through, 
or release my hold 

on the outside world, 

crawl into a ball 

and hope for the pain to go away. 
Pain is my shelter, 

my protection from pain. 


ZAIN %O 


The Problem 


Nichola Sobota 


There is this thing. 
And it’s really persistent. 
It just won’t go away. 
No matter how much you want it to. 
And you think that maybe if you just ignore it, 
it will go away. 
But even if your hands over your ears, 
it’s still screaming at you. 
It’s just muffled. 
And when you squeeze your eyes tight, 
and don’t look at it, 
and pray that it won’t be there when you open your eyes, 
even though you know it will still be there, 
you push away all of the other voices and whispers 
that might be telling you the right thing. 
So you just sit there with your eyes closed, 
Your hands about your ears, 
while you’re holding your breath, 
and wish for all the bad things to go away. 
For the world to ignore you. 
While deep down inside of you, 
you want someone to come and comfort you. 
But that never happens. 
And even if it did, 
even if my knight in shining armor came 
to rescue me from my destitute dungeon 
I would be sitting like an ice-cube, 
while one solitary person tried to melt me 
into a beautiful shimmering puddle of water. 
I wouldn’t even notice 


until it was too late. 


untitled 


Joanna Erbach 


the snow is beginning to melt 
tricking down the street 
slush sliding from under my boots 
and the fresh cool scent 

of spring 


sand piled 
at the edge of the road 
ugly brown grit remains 
once It roughened the 
slippery 
path 
now it only lies useless 
to be swept 


the splashing of young feet 

faint shrill voices of children 
echoing 

in the water-life-cool air 

the wind _ playing her fingers 

across my cheeks 

through my tangled dark hair 


maybe | can live 
again 


away 


The TOorld 


Megan Salon 


She sits there, alone 
One sky, one woman, one world 
Many, many stars. 


I think about love 

And the sadness it brings 
How at times my heart dances 
But mostly it stings 


How one can fall out 

When the other still loves 
The thought now of death 
Where once there were doves 


Does the voice of my heart 
Charm my senses to numb 
While the feelings I felt 
Cause my heart to feel dumb 


When I look at the rose 
And see only the thorn 
And think of my whole heart 
That now has been torn 


ASS itting on the 


Roof O.* 
Lindsay Weber 


I think about me 

And my poor loveless life 
I think of the razor 

The rope and the knife 


How the love of another 
Could fill me once more 
If someone who cares 
Would open the door 


My smile could come back 
My face might be bright 
When once there was darkness 
Could there now shed a light 


I think about love 

And the sadness it brings 
How at times my heart dances 
But mostly is stings 


For No “Reason At All 


An animated ow] fluttered across the television screen, weaving its 
way between weightless crystal balls and gently unveiling words with 
its wings as music floated through the air, filing the room with its 
melodic volume. Already, Roxanne and I had our eyes and minds 
fixed on the mystical fantasyland of Labyrinth, and it hadn’t even 
started yet. Our lips echoed the words of the song drifting in the air 
as the credits drew to a close, “It’s only forever; not long at all...” 
The cartoon owl began to transform into a very real one and flew 
onto a stone perch in the middle of a beautiful park as Sarah, our 
heroine, glided across a bridge, her humbly elegant medieval gown 


flowing behind her... 


And so it had begun - Roxanne and my weekly ritual of watch- 
ing Labyrinth over at her house. We both sat in the middle of her 
living room floor, snuggled in the ratty old beanbag chairs that had 
half the stuffing falling out of them. Her mother, who had just fin- 
ished doing the dishes from our dinner of macaroni and cheese, sat 
behind us on the couch, patiently watching over us like a guardian 


angel. 


Roxanne flashed her crystal blue eyes at me and smiled, her 


shockingly blondish - white hair wild and windblown from our ear- 


Joy Mountfort 


Already, 
Roxanne and I 
had our eyes 
and minds fixed 
on the mystical 
fantasyland of 
Labyrinth, and it 
hadn't even 
started yet. 


I knew I looked 

much the same, 

but neither of us 
cared. We were 

watching Laby- 

rinth. 


lier bike ride. I knew I looked much the same, but neither of us cared. 
We were watching Labyrinth. Nothing else in the world could possi- 
bly matter. For the next hour and a half we would be completely 
engrossed in the trails and tribulations that Sarah encountered as she 
journeyed through the labyrinth in the quest to save her little brother 
from the clutches of Jareth, the Goblin King. 


Jareth was portrayed by David Bowie, a titan of the Glam Rock 
era, as the persona of Ziggy Stardust and wrote such monumental 
songs as “Space Oddity,” “China Girl,” and “ Let’s Dance.” Of course, 
when we were eight we didn’t know all that, we just thought he was 
cute. Never mind the fact that the man was wearing mascara and 
heavy eyeliner. Well, it was the eighties and Jareth, with his white, 
billowy blouse over incredibly flattering tights and black leather boots 
and gloves, definitely had the fashion sense of that decade. His body 
graced the screen with a domineering sternness that sent even our 
little imaginations reeling. Maybe it was the British accent, I don’t 
know, but whatever it was, it made Roxanne and I snicker our little 
girl snickers and imagine that we, not Sarah, were in the enchanting 
world of the Labyrinth. 


As the movie progressed we would find ourselves laughing 
every time someone mispronounced Hoggle’s name (Hogwart, 
Hogbrain, etc.) and singing and dancing along with King Jareth and 
the goblins in “Magic Dance.” We fell in love with Ludo, the big 
friendly monster (“Sawah Fwiend”’), and laughed at the foolish cour- 


age of Sir Didymus and his trusty steed/English sheepdog, Ambrosius. 


Sir Didymus was Roxanne’s favorite character (besides Jareth 
of course.) I'll admit, his unwavering chivalry and Old English ac- 
cent coupled with the simple fact that he resembled a Shetland Sheep- 
dog in an overdone production of Hamlet, made him one of the best 
characters in the movie. However, my favorite character, was the 
talking hat that the Old Man wore. (For the sake of those who haven’t 
seen Labyrinth, Sarah and Hoggle stumble across an old man after 
fleeing from one of Jareth’s evil traps and ask him if he knows the 
way to the center of the labyrinth. His only piece of advice is, “Would 
you listen to this crap?”) The hat consisted of the head and neck of a 
large bird. He talked like Desi Arnez on helium and had the biting 
sarcasm of David Spade. I’ll never forget his final line, where he sits 
helplessly atop the snoring old man’s head and grumbles, “Hmph. 
So stimulating being your hat.” To this day I occasionally repeat that 
line for no apparent reason, much to the confusion of the people who 


happen to be near at the time. 


But the closing scene is always the one that gets me. By this 
time, Sarah has defeated Jareth by simply explaining to him that he 
has no power over her (a thought that, I suppose, hadn’t occurred to 
him earlier) and has returned home to find her baby brother back in 
the cradle where he belongs. As she’s sitting in her bedroom she 
notices in the mirror, that Ludo is sitting on her bed. He disappears 
and Sir Didymus takes his place, and he says to her, “Remember, fair 
maiden, should you need us...” Tears begin to well up in Sarah’s eyes 
as she declares, “I need you, Hoggle.” He looks up at her in surprise 


and stutters, “Y-you do?” Sarah’s tears become more noticeable, “I 


He talked like 
Desi Arnez on 
helium and had 
the biting sar- 
casm of David 
Spade. 


... somehow I 
know that I'll 
never completely 
lose her... 


don’t know why but, every now and again in my life, for no reason at 
all, I need you, all of you.” Hoggle smiles with delight and cries, “ 
Well why didn’t you say so?!” and at that moment, all her friends 
from the Labyrinth suddenly pop out from various corners of her 
highly decorated room and a party erupts. I never noticed this scene 
much when I watched it with Roxanne. Usually, when the friends 
arrive, we would jump up and down and do our own dance in her 
living room and that was it. It’s only now that I watch that scene and 


find myself reaching for the Kleenex. 


I haven’t spoken to Roxanne in over five years. My family and 
I moved halfway across the country when I was nine. We kept in 
touch for awhile through letters and occasional long distance phone 
conversations, but eventually the time and space between us proved 
to be too great and we ultimately lost contact with each other. But 
somehow I know that I’ll never completely lose her because I still 
have something that binds her to me. On my ninth birthday, seven 
months before I moved, Roxanne’s gift to me was my very own copy 
of Labyrinth and now, practically ten years later, I still have it. The 
cover has dozens of black scratches on it, the corners are curved up 
and wrinkly, several holes have been ripped in the side and the top 
doesn’t even close completely anymore. But that doesn’t matter at 
all to me. If anything it enhances the value. It shows to me that the 
memory of true friendship can last through time, even if the friend- 
ship itself doesn’t. And every now and again in my life, for no reason 
at all, I find myself needing to curl up in an old faded beanbag chair 
and watch my tattered copy of Labyrinth. And occasionally I can 


swear that I see her glistening white hair in the corner of my eye. 


ZOMIN ZO 


Pages in a [Sook 


Lindsay Weber 


I sit and watch the top of your head 

And follow your eyes across the pages in that book 

For I would give anything to be one of those pages 

For you to examine my eyes as you examine every word 
And search for a meaning in me as in every letter and phrase 
But I sit and watch you and don’t say a word 

Because I’m too afraid to mention that I feel a bit ignored 
Just watching your eyes glide across each page 

Hoping that you wish a page was my eyes 


The Hourglass 


Corey McMaken 


Life is an hourglass, 

Each moment a grain of sand. 
Every now and then, 

A pebble will block the sand’s fall 
And then the grains stop, 

Moving neither forward nor back. 
At these times, 

The hourglass seems pointless, 
But all it needs is for 

Someone to turn the hourglass around. 
Then the pebbles fall away 

And the sand moves again. 


untitled 
Megan Salon 


I am a daughter. 


I want to be a mother someday. 


I am foolish. 
I want to be wise. 


I am still so young. 


I want to be old and successful. 


I know about beliefs. 
I want to know what I believe. 


I know the definition of life, 
I want to know the meaning. 


I know who I want to be. 
f want to know who I am. 


TSecause Chat’s 
A Friend's Job 


Melissa Hehnger 


A true friend would be there, 

In good times, 

In bad times, 

A true friend would be there, 

To make your life worth while, 
Or just to talk to, 

Because that’s a friend’s job. 

A true friend would be there, 

To make you laugh when you’re 
sad, 

Or just to joke around with. 

A true friend would be there, 

To listen to your problems in 
times of a crisis, 

Or when you really need a 
shoulder to cry on. 

Because that’s a friend’s job. 

A true friend would just be there, 
Whenever. 


untitled 
Lindsey Weber 


Gray haze 

Falls down 

Upon my eyes 

6 pages of you 

It’s not such a surprise 
A tear falls down 

This lonely clown 

In search of your light 
To brighten up the night 


Slow time 

Goes on 

My fingers crawl 

Upon these dusty pages 
And I can’t see at all 
This barren place 

An empty space 

I reach out my hand 


I try to understand 


But still 
You turn 
You bruise 


And burn me 


But I guess it doesn’t matter 


[Slue 


Kathy Tanner 


Cerulean depths 
In a fragrant pool, 
My eyes slip shut, 
And I curse the fool 
That dared to steal 
My heart away, 

And leave me here 
Waiting for the day 
He’ll smile, 

Come, 

And hold me tight 

To pierce the darkness 
Of the night 

With love’s true 

Bliss, 

A midnight kiss, 

So all Pll do is 

Wait for this. 

Yellow sun, 

Azure sky, 

Calmly watching 

My life go by. 

Alone, 

Withered, 

And waiting for you. 
Sitting by 


This pool of blue. 


‘Daddy's Little Girl 


I was walking around, 
In a familiar town, 


When I thought I saw your face. 


As your gaze caught mine, 
Your eyes began to shine, 
And all I could do was smile. 


You threw out your arms, 
And turned on your charms, 


Both of our hearts floated away. 


We took a walk, 
To a distant park, 
To catch up on old times. 


I missed you dad, 
And made you sad, 
When I had not kept in touch. 


Lisa Cook 


We spoke of all the fun, 
And the times when I was young, 
And made plans for our future. 


I promise to visit you, 
As long as you promised to, 
Call once in a while. 


You and I had words of love spoken, 
Which will never be broken, 
Even through the tests of time. 


Oh I’m glad to be, 
The little part in me, 
That is still daddy’s little girl. 


To my loving father, 
Love always, 
Lisa 


purity 


Joanna Erbach 


the beach is winter-silent now 

vast sheets of ice groaning and cracking 
runnels of meltwater reaching like fingers 
onto the sand 


i take this time to simply stand 

sun-Slivers glinting, wind teasing my hair 

the empty lake stretching far into the distance 
before me 


i don't know where the people vanished 

split from their groups like drops of spilt mercury 
gone into aqua-white quiet that reaches 

beyond the horizon 


Ces but I take this time to stand alone 

my face caressed by the frozen lake breeze 
as ice shifts around me, breaking, reforming 
in winter-silence 


How to Say ‘ eZ) Love You" 


Emilie Bauer 


I want to say “ I love you,” 

To find the perfect way. 

A way that says just how I feel 
Each and every day. 


The love I feel cannot be said 
In just three little words. 

The love I feel comes as easily 
As flight comes for the birds. 


I do not think that I could live 
If you and I would part 

And I never got to tell you of 
These feelings in my heart. 


I don’t want a misunderstanding, 
I do not want a fight. 

I only want to do for you 

What I believe is right. 


I guess I'll just say, “I love you,” 
Since I know no other way. 

But know that what I really mean 
Is more than I can say. 


G ool (Steexe [Slowing 


Nichola Sobota 


|, resting in a stance 
among the poplars, 
grow accustomed to the music 
of the gold and russet leaves 
falling over one another 
against the rolling landscape. 
A different time 
a different place. 
My hands reach outward 
as my face follows the wind. 
My wool coverings no longer scratch or pull 
at my skin as it is let loose 
to soar on the high winds 
among the rolling clouds and whispering angels. 
A sense of translucence 
Sweeps over me as giant timbers sway and move 
against the pull of the brown earth. 
Late blossoms of scarlet and gold 
appear under the gentle waves and ripples 
in the sunken stream. 
the sun peeks through, 
feeling its way over the hibernating vegetation. 
The world sighs as if underwater 
beneath her glowing orb. 
One more good-bye would bring half-lidded teary eyes 
to those who know their nearing fate. 
For those who don't, 
we can sit in peace and wonder 
till the Maker takes us home. 


Lo ‘Dream the ‘Dream of Comortow 


Corey McMaken 


In those dark days following the death of the happy heart, 
When the world before you seems shadowed by suffering, 

Take comfort in the fact that each new day will be brighter than the last. 
Know that when despair and distress hang as cognate clouds above you 
Casting their gloomy glow down upon you, 

That there is always a dawn after the storm, 

Always a rainbow after the rain. 

That is the Promise of the Future, 

The Dream of Tomorrow, 

And the Hope of a Better Day. 
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